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dropped them carefully into the utensils. Small jets of flames
like fledglings leaped out.

The High Priest returned to the centre of the hall. He
waved his staff above his head seven times. A thick vapour
enshrouded us for a while, then crowded, as if swept together,
to the ceiling. The cauldrons had disappeared. The choir
was silent. At our feet a door opened upward, revealing a
staircase, leading into a garden.

Kalarba descended slowly.   I followed.

Cautious that my shadow should not intermingle with
the sacred shadow of the Vicar of the Great Ape, I walked
in slow, measured step. Kalarba turned a corner. We
walked between two rows of mushrooms, tall as pygmy
palms. From time to time the high priest touched one, held
another between his cupped fingers, or pressed his lips against
it as if to whisper something. I watched carefully which
ones he singled out and repeated the gesture after him.
Was it the consciousness that I did something unforgivable
that made my blood pulse in my head, or a violent vibration
which emanated from the mushrooms ? Were these mush-
rooms, or miniature, fantastic temples under which invisible
worshippers prayed ?

The High Priest stopped in front of a mushroom the colour
of amber. He took out of his basket a knife, cut a small slice
and placed it into his mouth.

He walked on. I bit into the same mushroom. The juice
that trickled into my throat was a liquid flame.

A new power invaded me. My muscles hardened. I felt
that I could uproot a giant tree with one hand, that I could
crush an elephant with one fist, that I could shake the temple
of the Great Ape, and crumble it.

" Kotikokura!   Kotikokura!" someone called behind me.

" Who calls me ? " I asked, startled.

I waited for my voice to die in the distance. Then furtively
looked all about, Kalarba had vanished.